Just a little farther along the water-front was a sunken
steamer which looked as if it had been caught amidships
by a bomb, and which was lying half submerged, frozen
hard into the river. Every few yards was a great gaping
hole in the ground which told where a bomb had fallen,
and the whole place was a tangled mass of twisted
machinery. As far as one could see, the quay was an
appalling picture of destruction. Derricks and cranes were
lying in all directions tangled up with broken barrels and
cases, paving-stones and chunks of masonry. They told
me that the Russians had dropped several hundred bombs
in the harbour district of Turku.
Then I was taken to see the damage done to the historic
old castle, and there Ftn glad to say it wasn't as bad as I had
feared it would be,  A bomb had struck one corner of a
wing of the castle and, as far as I could see in the compara-
tive darkness, had caused a certain amount of damage;
another had just missed the other corner of the same wing
by about ten feet, and made a big hole in the ground there,
and blown in all the windows* A lot of damage had been
done to  buildings near the castle—mostly workmen's
houses, and many of them were still smouldering.  There
was also a tremendous blaze in a factory quite near which
had been hit in a raid that very afternoon when about a
dozen bombs had been dropped.   That was a minor affair
compared with some of the others, but all the same it made
me feel extremely thankful that they bad delayed that plane.
Afterwards we went and had some dinner in an hotel
in the centre of the town.   We had an excellent meal;
food doesn't seem to be scarce—in particular there is plenty
of butter. After dinner my hosts said that if I didn't feel
like the journey to Helsinki that night I could easily stay
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